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Im in transition. 


Author's Notes: 


This is kind of experimental. The format is weird. Mainly, this is a story about transition. 
SIDE PAIRINGS: past John/Sid Vicious, one sided Moz/Johnny Marr. | can't help but angst. 


There are references to how John Lydon was left stranded in LA after the Pistols broke up. 
Also, John had spinal meningitis as a kid and after a period of coma woke up with amnnesia and had trouble 
grasping language. 


Thanks for making that wish, its been very fun to write, and I'm quite in love with this pairing now. Merry 
Christmas, and | hope this is sort of what you wished for ) :) :) 


Set in a really vague timeline around 1987 (really really vague). 


"There's no quiet place here on earth for our love, not in the village and not anywhere else. So | dream of a grave, 
deep and narrow, where we could clasp each other in our arms as with clamps, and | would hide my face in you 


and you would hide your face in me, and nobody would ever see us anymore" 


Franz Kafka, The Castle 


He steps out of character, and fishes the stranger from the crowd because he seems to be at a loss, 
uncertain of what to do when a peaceful stand turns violent. Riot blooms in the concrete landscape and 
explodes in a cascade of contemporary art, whirls of color and noise and fucking fury spreading, spreading, 


spreading. 


Few things can combine the emotional ruckus of being absolutely pissed off and burning with it. screaming with 
it, and the bodily experience of elation at letting those feelings go like a burst of toxic waste in the air. Sex, for 


one, when angry and confused. Music, too, when unraveled to its most basic notions. 


A public demonstration, a crowd gathering to protest in unison when in the face of injustice..this is quite 


possibly John's favorite, if only for the fact that its so easy to participate without getting involved. 


The mounting exaltation, the flush of anger and indignation and self righteousness in the air like a sharp tang of 
bitterness, mounting up higher and higher with the noise and the colors and the singing and the screaming, 
until the Tension rises so high it's easy to see it can only end in violence, and when it does--It's like release. 


Like a suicidal collective exhalation, right before plunging into the icy water of the unknown. 
After that, all drive and collectiveness is lost, and suddenly the world tips into glorious, perfect chaos. 


The stranger refuses to budge at first, wide eyed and panicked and shocked, of all things, like he can't 
understand that people could be angry enough to start losing civilization, but when John tugs at his arm he 


seems to make a split second decision and runs with him. 


There are screams and there are fists, there's a faint drizzle the only ads to the humidity, there's laughter 
bubbling up in his throat and something manic sizzling under his skin--here are a lot of things going on, but 
John pays attention to nothing. He runs with manic joy, breathing in the air made thick by water and anger, 
vaguely aware that the stranger is following, even though he can't hear his feet splashing on the puddles that 


cover the concrete over the noise and his own toxic laughter. 


There was a time, centuries ago it seems, when he came to these things with a kind of burning passion coiling 


in his veins that was all his own. A time when the simple idea of knowing that he was doing something 


worthwhile, standing up for something that he believed in, was enough to drive him into a crazed frenzy. 


Nowadays, though, he only comes for the laughs. Stealing passion from all these strangers who still have 


things to fight for. 


He finds a spot for them in a narrow alley, away from the mess and somewhat dry, and comes to a gasping 


stop, his legs burning as he giggles breathlessly, lightheaded. 
Being a fucking leech, Sid would say, and he'd wink, and he'd be right. 


John leans back against the grimy wall and fishes in his pockets for dry smokes, finding only soggy, sad pieces 
of disintegrating paper and tobacco. The thick droplet of stingingly cold water that manages to find it's way 
under his collar and down his back only adds insult to injury. 


"Can't catch a break, can |?" he asks, directing his voice in a vaguely upwards direction, but its been a long 


time since he stopped expecting answers. 


He doesn't get one, other than the sounds of the stranger trying to catch his breath, and the water coating 
the dirt and decay, and feels only a little disappointed. 


"You ok, mate?" John asks, watching the stranger lean against the opposite wall, eyes closed and chest heaving. 


"Yes. Thank you," he wheezes, opening his eyes. Storm through the tendrils of dark hair that stick to his 


forehead like wisps of smoke. 


"No problem," John says, because he has something like manners. He dusts them off once in a while, 
particularly when he feels this content, when there's still the noise of people standing up even in the distance. 
He runs through all his soggy cigarettes and salvages the ones that have suffered the least and displays them 
at the stranger "Want a smoke?" 


"| don't smoke," is the answer, spoken through a roll of thunder and some more screaming. Seems like they'll be 


huddling here like alley cats for a little longer. 

"k" John mumbles, sticking the driest fag between his lips and firing it up. 

It takes a couple of tries to burn through the moisture, but when he finally inhales the smoke his breath 
evens in a sort of conditioned response he always tries his best not to think about, because it feels too much 
like dependence. He watches the plumes of smoke curl upwards, and imagines them coiling with the clouds on 
the watercolor skies. 


Its bad for you," the stranger says then, with the kind of blurted out mechanization that speaks of repetition 


John looks over at him. Someday, he'll consider this moment as historical, meaning to him as much and as little 


as so many other first glances through rain or smoke, heavy and resonating with the weight of what will be, 


the echoes of the future. 
Right now, he's not paying attention 
He snorts "Sod off" 


The man shrugs like he was expecting that, like he's used to that, at least to some degree, even though he 


doesn't strike John as a man who is dismissed a lot. 

Standing there, leaning against the wall in his long gray coat, polished shoes splattered with mud and stormy 
eyes gazing at nothing in particular, he's a study in shades of grey and nonchalance, only slightly ruffled by 
the run. He looks a little bit like a cloud, hovering on it's own in this narrow alley like he's part of the landscape. 
John himself is a splash of color and movement. His leg is jittering restlessly and his yellowed fingers are 
drumming against it,and his checkered jacket and his orange hair clashing with the background. He doesn't fit in 
the grayness of the moment. 


Then again, he's never fitted anywhere, so this alley never even stood a chance. 


"Say," he says deliberately through plumes of smoke, catching the way the stranger's eye twitches at the 
sight "What else do you disapprove of?" 


There's the twitch again "Beg you pardon?" 

John shrugs, picking lint off his sleeve. 

"You went on the protest march, even though you don't identify yourself as part of the community," he drawls 
out, gauging the stranger for reactions "so you disapprove of discrimination. And you scrunched up your nose. 


You disapprove of cigarettes. What else do you disapprove of?" 


"Excellent deductions. Your insight has shocked me to my very core." the stranger deadpans, words rolling off 


his tongue "What makes you think | keep a list of the things | dislike, Holmes?" 


"Disapprove, not dislike," John corrects, pointing at him with the cigarette "| have a theory about dsapprovers- 


"-| don't think that is a word--" 


"--: twice is coincidence," John says as if the other hadn't spoken "three is a pattern. | can tell that you're one 


of those" 


"I am not a disapprover," the man huffs, for a second losing his unruffled visage just by saying the made up 
word and trying to make it sound dignified "Those are perfectly dreadful things. | have a right to disapprove of 


them" 


"l agree. " John says, swatting his hair away from his face and pointedly taking a long drag of his smoke 


"Perfectly vile. Which means that the third thing is really stupid--" 

The stranger snorts, and looks away. John cocks his head to the side, and his lips curl in a grin 
"You don't like my hair," he accuses. 

The stranger's eyes return to him only t fly away again, chased by a shrug. 

"It's a little--glaring," he admits, like it pains him to even address the matter. 

"You disapprove," John corrects triumphantly. 

The stranger rolls his eyes "Dont sound so full of yourself" 


John's grin widens "You also disapprove of lying, or you would have just commented on how charming and New 


Age it is" 
"It looks like something crawled on your head and died there," the stranger blurts out. 
John laughs. 


"You are an honest disapprover" he says, tossing the butt of his cigarette while still burning and watching it 
sizzle in a puddle ". That's the best kind of disapprover" 


The stranger's lips twitch into something like a smirk, and his eyes narrow. 


"You know four things about me now, stranger" he muses ". Whereas | know nothing about you--aside from 


your unfortunate hair and the fact that you enjoy hearing yourself speak" 

"Fair enough," John says, fishing in his pockets for another fag "You're two down. Your turn" 

The stranger regards him in silence for a few seconds, as if trying to measure him in the storm of his eyes. 
Finally, he says "What made you think | don't identify with the community?" 


John shrugs "You were just standing around like you didn't give a fuck. No flag, no flyers, no paint filled ballons 
or battle cries or punches.." 


"| might have thought being there was enough of a demonstration" 


John snorts. 

"Someone spouts the shit Thatcher spouted about you and you get fucking angry, no matter how civil you 
are," he shrugs ". Unless you don't identify with being gay. Or you don't want to. Either way, you came on 
principle" 

The stranger doesn't concede the point, but he doesn't rebuff it either. 

"And you?" he asks. 

And him? Well-- 

"| just came for a laugh, mate," John grins, because it's true. 

The stranger frowns at him "A laugh? This," he does a sweeping gesture with his hand, as if to encompass the 
whole ordeal, from Thatcher's bigoted words to the hurt and angered people still at the square " was funny to 
you?" 

John nods "More fun than I've had in a while," 

The stranger regards him coolly, like John is a specimen like no other he's encountered before. John holds his 
gaze, because if there's one thing he knows how to is hold his ground, until the stranger is a blur of gray 
edges fading against the brick wall and the rain and the slowly creeping dark. 

"You're strange,” he concludes, but it doesn't sound like a bad thing, so John doesn't take it as such. He slips 
another ciggie in his mouth and fires it up as thunder roars in the distance like the flaring up of an angry 
mob. 


"Four things," he says "Now we're even" 


They say nothing more, even though someday itll feel like they talked for hours before they parted ways, the 


rain erasing the smudges left behind. 


Sometimes, when he's lying around in bed but unable to sleep, he indulges in the worst of his habits. He 


remembers. 


He remembers with a kind of stark clarity granted only to those memories that are covering up something 


else, everything. Remembers being a child and then a teen and then stopping, remembers being himself. 


He remembers Sid, and he remembers--he remembers the beginning. 


He remembers that, when it finally ended, both the Pistols and the rush, John felt a strange kind of numbness 
rolled up with relief. 


He slept for two days, after he could scavenge the means to get back home. He slept through the flight, slept 
through people's calls, slept through it all, and when he finally found himself unquestioned and uncalled for and 
tree, he realized that headlining any movement, regardless of its ideological contents or it's goals, was not for 


him. He was born to be on the outside looking in, living life to its fullest but not trying to intervene. 


All you get by trying to intervene is feeling like shit after because it never fucking works, and in the end 
people do what they want and think--or don't think--what they want and they die gurgling in their tangled, 
dirty sheets, and you're left behind in the dark, pointing your finger vaguely upwards and going through the 
motions, saying "See? | fucking told you she was bad for you" and getting disappointed when there's no answer, 
like a fucking moron, because the end came, and you did the stupidest thing you could do. 


You survived it. 


Two months later, he sees the stranger again. 


It's one of those parties he hates but has to go to, the ones with the sad half-arsed music and the plastic 
hearted people pretending to be made of books, spouting out their knowledge of quotes with no content and 


asking him on the merits of cultivating an image like his. 


Lets kick him in the bollocks and run, Sid would have suggested loudly so as to be heard by the idiot in question, 
softening the blow with that blossoming smile of his that looked like a little kid's and thus out of place with the 
leather and the spiky hair and the needles and the way he always looked ready for attack. 


John has no softening qualities, no blunt edges to exploit, so he calls the wanker a moron and drifts away, just 


like he always does. 


And then he sees the stranger, who is really no stranger at all, sitting in an isolated chair, reading a book 
Granted, the party is mainly populated by sad idiots that contribute little to the world but carbon dioxide, but 


the image is still too much. 


John is rather astonished by how different the man looks with his hair styled up in an elaborate fashion and 
not all stuck to his face with sweat and rain. The biggest change, though, is quite possibly his general 
expression: whereas the first time they met he his features where colored by a blush of exaltation and his 


eyes shone while they engaged in conversation, now his face looks flat with a studied kind of boredom. 


He looks like another person, this stranger, when shrouded in his own image, and he doesn't look like the kind of 
person John would normally take any joy in talking to. He actually looks like the kind of person John usually 
wants to kick in the head. 


The book in his hands is like a silent barrier, a wall to keep others away, an unspoken do not approach me, do 


not speak fo me bound to buy a night of solitude and keep unwanted company away. 


"Excuse me," John says, sitting down on the floor next to Morrissey's chair without waiting for him to even 
look up "Is this seat taken?" 


The stranger's glare of absolute, corrosive annoyance is priceless. John meets it with a grin, which only widens 


when he notices he's recognized, either from the protest or by his public image. 

It makes sense. Even though they don't move in the same circles, they were bound to cross paths eventually, 
if only because they both stick to the sidelines, pressed up against the wall to try and fade to the background 
and be washed away by the rain. 

"No," he says flatly. "But, I've been told | snore when | inevitably fall asleep at these things." 


John snorts "I would, too, if | was reading Kafka” 


I's fitting, in a way, to be sitting in a corner locked into one's self in a room full of people, immersed in a 


story devout to isolation. 


He receives a scandalized look for that comment, before those storm eyes narrow to consider the cover of 
The Castle, "H's... It's a classic." 


"Sure," 
‘It's most entertaining," he insists. 


"You keep telling yourself that," John winks, scanning the room to find it partly deserted and thus on the way 


to the end. "I tried to read The Metamorphosis once, gave up and now | use it to prop up a photo frame." 
"How quaint" is the snorted response. 


"It was either that or actually fix the frame," John shudders, "And, | am not allowed near super glue any 


more.” 
He sticks his hand out and up, trying for his most charming and out of character smile, "I'm K, by the way." 
His hand is looked at, but not taken. 


"K " 


"Nah, that's my name," John smirks, trying to guess which emotion will win out in the other's face. "You are?" 


"Not in the habit of giving out my name to strangers who sit next to me without permission and then give 


me a fake name taken from the book l'm reading" 

"Aw, come on, mate” John doesn't drop his hand "I requested for your permission, and now ll wait for it until | 
die, or the author dies, whichever comes first. Also, if you don't tell me your name, Ill refer to you in my 
head as The Literary Masochist" 

"That's my title," comes the dry answer, "OF all the titles you give to strangers’ 

"| would have gone with Tall, Dark and Broody," John shrugs, "It seemed so cliche" 

"Well, Id hate to be thought of as cliche" 

"It sounds like something you'd disapprove off 

"Don't presume to know much about me" 

"Not much, just four things" 

A raised eyebrow "But not my name" 


"I know a name.'John says, the words rolling from his tongue like honey "But it's not necessarily your name" 


The man considers the offer, weighs the possibilities of a night of alias as his fingers drum thoughtfully on 


the cover of his book. Finally, he seems to come to a decision 
"Gregor Samsa" Morrissey says, shaking his hand, and John grins. 
"When the clock strikes twelve, will you turn into a cockroach and eat all these snobbish fuckers?" 


The stranger from the alley fades in dry clothes and spiked up, stylish hair, when Gregor Samsa throws his 
head back and laughs. 


John drags him out to a dilapidated pub that reminds him of his father, for whatever reason, if only for the 
faint scent of sweat and grime that lingers in the air under the tang of alcohol and fried things. 


This is the furthest away from sophisticated you can get, but no one knows who the fuck they are and 


there's no one to say hi to, and John drinks beer and smokes indoors while he eats a chicken and rabbit meat 


pie. 


"Isn't this lovely?" he asks with his mouth full. 


Moz looks at him in a rather desolate manner, like he's lost faith in mankind. 


"Charmed," he says, and his stylish midnight-blue coat looks so out of place he might as well be wearing an 
empanada costume, but at least he doesn't look pathetically bored anymore. 


Says, "Two animals at once" 
Says, "You'll die an early death" 
Says, "I hope you choke on your smoke" 


But he brings a book so he'll have something to look at to distract himself from the atrocity, and he doesn't 


leave. 


Moz never really does tell John his name, doesn't say "My name is Steven Morrissey, but my friends call me 
Moz", and John doesn't know if Moz! friends call him that because he's never had any interest in meeting 


them, but--John calls him that. 


Sometimes, even when he does sleep, he still remembers. 


There was this time when they were kids, eighteen, nineteen - John doesn't know exactly when, just that it 
was after Sid's hands grew up all by themselves. They'd been small, Sid's hands; his fingers were delicate, 
nearly dainty, even after he started having to look down his nose at John. Then, one day, they weren't 


anymore. 


One day Sid reached out and it was a man's broad palm encircling John's thin wrist, and maybe John doesn't 
know how old he was when it happened but he'll never forget it. He looked up in surprise to find Sid smiling at 
him, unchanged from the moment before but somehow a completely different person than John was expecting, 
haloed from behind in faded sunlight, smiling easy and too warm. 


John swallowed, and swallowed again, and wondered if Sid could feel John's pulse jumping against his lifeline, 


hammering out a confession John'd been holding close to his chest. 

Anyway. 

"You're different than | expected you to be," Moz says suddenly, looking at John stab a carrot with his fork 
Its the fifth time they've gotten together, this time in a place of Moz choice. John had never been in a solely 


vegetarian joint, but he got a kick out of asking the waitress for a steak just to see the look on her face and 
the brew isn't half bad, even if he spends half the meal chasing beans around his plate. 


‘Oh. A meet and greet with yours truly was your life's dream, was it?" John smirks cheekily. 
The look he gets seems to imply Moz has a limited tolerance for his shit. 


"You know what | mean," he says anyway, swirling the contents of his glass ". From what's known about you, 


your image, one would expect you to be more.." 
"Rotten?" John supplies through a mouthful of rice, lips twitching. Moz snorts, but he nods. 


John ponders this for a second, looking around the table. At another point of his life, he wouldn't have been 
caught dead in a place like this. Nowadays, he really doesn't give a fuck. He also remembers a time when he 
would have argued for hours about the basic hypocrisy of speaking about animal rights when so many people 


are denied human rights. 


Maybe he wouldn't have shown up at all, would have had a chuckle with the lads at the expense of some prick 


with fashionable clothes left waiting for someone who'd never show. 


Thats not very nice, John, Sid would have said, frowning in uncertain dissaproval, because he wasn't half as 


vicious as people seemed to believe he was, and maybe that's what did him in the end. 


Those times are gone, he figures. No more posturing, no more curled lip, just a thirty year old punk rocker 


sitting on a chair, chasing beans with his fork and discussing the intricacies of Howl with Morrisey. 


That, too. Moz. He's so..well, pop. That's funny too, because there was time when he would have scorned even 


the vague thought of spending time with someone like him. 


Not just because of the vegetarianism, or the relentlessly melancholy music, or the god-awful books. Not even 


just because of the alarming devotion the man has for his hair. 


I's his general existence, really, that would have made Johnny despise him on principle once. It's the way that 
he doesn't have sharp edges, the way that he courses through life with a kind of detached boredom clinging to 
his features, like he doesn't want to get involved, like his life is some kind of grand romantic tragedy and he's 


content with merely watching. 


It's funny, because if those reasons were enough, Johnny would have despised John with the kind of fierce 
passion he reserved only for a handful of people. Then again, Johnny had been so caught up in himself, in his 
own fury, that he'd completely failed to look around himself and stop the train from crashing, which would 
have prevented this whole situation in the first place. 


"Oh, you know," he says, remembering the way Sid tugged at his sleeve with the fingers of a man and said he 
was tired with the voice of a little boy, and Johnny had snorted and told him to go look for comfort 


somewhere else "I've mellowed out" 


| dream of a grave, deep and narrow, where we could clasp each other in our arms as with clamps, and | would 


hide my face in you and you would hide your face in me, and nobody would ever see us anymore. 


John knows, in a vague, distant way, that he's stuck. He's stuck in the loop of a non-linear narrative, where he 
tries his best not to remember and despairs at forgetting as he crawls through the motions of being who he 
is. 

Some nights he wakes up gasping for breath in fear his author will die before the knot of this surrealistic tale 
unravels and he can finally have some peace, the spaces in his chest where air is locked up and piling finally 
finding release like a burst of violence. 

I's easy To live with fury when that is all that courses through your veins, when it's the only thing that 
keeps you standing when you're nothing but an observer, and you've vowed you won't get involved. He's only 


ever gotten involved once in his life, only ever had that one friend, and look how that turned out. 


The only way you can stay an observer is by staying out of people's lives, and shoving them out of yours. 


Otherwise, you get involved. You take a stand. You intervene. 

Things become serious, and laughter becomes hard, and the voices that spell out remember and useless and 
shut them all out scream so loud they're coughing up blood, spitting it out in the pavement and drawing a line 
with it, a circle around him like a perfect loop. 

John says, "And you know, | respect your opinions and shit, but whenever you start telling me about how 
much you care about the animals and their rights all | can think about is that you don't give a fuck about the 
workers who picked up that leaf you're shoving--" 

John says, "That's really fucking stupid--" 

John says, "I don't care if you're offended" 


With Sid, there would have been a fistfight, followed by sex, followed by silence. Their loop was drawn in blood 


and bound in action, that one friend he never allowed to be more than that. 
With Moz, there are words. 
They fight. They don't talk. Then they talk. Then they fight again. 


The loops start coiling themselves around each other like knotted string in his chest, squeezing tight. 


The thing about Moz is that he notices everything. John knows this on a basic level (God knows the man has 
mentioned it enough times that it should be his catchphrase: "Morrissey - | notice things"), but it stil 
unsettles him when Moz turns that laser focus on him. He doesn't like being analyzed by anybody, let alone 
anyone who does it so that they won't have to analyze themselves, and it's disconcerting that Moz notices all 
the things he's been trying to keep hidden, the things he holds close and dear--or utterly despised. 

And then there are moments when-- 


"Do you mind watching my things while | go to the loo?" Moz asks. 


"Aw, shit, no, actually," John widens his eyes, "I was thinking I'd just auction off all your fucking boring books 
the second your back was turned. 


He's swatted on the shoulder with said book, "Not all of my books are boring; you can't know that for sure." 


"Not yet," John points his cigarette at him, trying to get the smoke into his clothes, “But, | could rifle through 


your bag when you're gone” 

Moz rolls his eyes, clearly having lost all respect for John's threats, and the strings squeeze tighter. 

"Ill be right back," Moz promises, like that's something John needs "And, if anyone tries to~" 

"| won't let anybody steal your shit, man. I'd be doing them a favor anyway, judging by your piss-poor taste" 


Moz makes sure to accidentally kick him on the shin as he stands, and judging by the smug look on his face, 
John knows it wasn't an accident. 


John dreams. He's in an island that's not really an island, in a surreal place that's actually LA, and its not 


surreal at all. 


The City of Angels glimmers like a jewel dipped in mud, and he walks around aimlessly, looking in on people's 
lives but people have no faces, no life to look into, and as he drifts he thinks, "Stranded" 


John doesn't trust words. He remembers waking up from a dream that was a coma completely blank of words, 
completely devoid of them. He remembers looking at people and thinking in pictures, and slowly relearning 
everything from the start by trusting his instincts. Words are unreliable. Words make you depend on them, 
and desert you when you need them the most. 


He drifts around in the wind, but the dream has no more words to guide him, nothing to wrap around himself. 


He wakes up gasping, looks around himself, thinks "Stranded", and falls back asleep. A loop in a loop in a loop. 


It doesn't surprise him in the very least that Moz is the kind of man who pines with his whole existence, his 
body seemingly deflating as he pretends to read across from John 


John peers at the cover. Garcia Lorca. 


To burn with desire and keep quiet about it is the greatest punishment we can bring on ourselves, his brain 


supplies. 
Christ. 


"Put us all out of our misery, and shag him already," John says, taking a stab in the dark that pierces straight 
through the target. 


Moz waits the appropriate amount of time before turning the page "You are so crass" 
"At least | don't mope," he grumbles, but doesn't prod any further. 


The endless loop goes like this. 


There are two boys. There is laughter and insults and fights. There is scrambling to get by and music and 
ideas. There is friendship. 


Desire creeps up from the dark like a monster in a movie. There are words that are hard to understand. 


There are touches that feel easier. There is a breathless kind of expectation, because this could be-- 
Then there is a girl. 


Moz tells him eventually, shame curling in his words as he spins the tale and names the characters. He's not 


ashamed of being in love, he says. He's ashamed because he hates, and it makes him feel cruel. 
Moz says, "His girlfriend is brilliant,” 
Moz says, "She's my friend. | don't hate her. | never have. But--" 


Moz says, "Whenever | see her all | can think is--" 


Get out of my way, 


John says, "You think too much", when what he wants to say is "l'm sorry you can't hate her, because if you 


did, it would be easier" 


He never considered love much, not in his adolescence and not ever. He doesn't try to tangle himself up in 


those big words he can't finish understanding, wasn't made to understand. 


He fell into bed with whomever he pleased, and that was sex. And then he fell into bed with Sid, and that was- 
-well, he still doesn't know what that was, years and death after. He doesn't think about it. Doesn't put words 
To it. But maybe there was a word and that word was--- 


--- fucked. That's how John felt, what he was. It started with a kiss - no it fucking didn't. How cliché is that? 
Stupid to pretend it didn't start the moment he saw his future at school, doodling idly, tall lanky thing all 


dressed up to look too cool. 


John wouldn't precisely say he felt a stirring, but thats close enough, that under-the-skin feeling like 
something in him was waking up, perking to attention Not that he didn't know he liked boys as well as girls - of 
course he did, John was no kid - but that was the first time he felt he could have a boy, the first time he 
wanted to try. 


He didn't even have to try very hard. Sid was so dirty he circled back around to sweet again, with his honest 
delight in the things that John did to him, the way he was up for anything -- 


And it didn't stop, the wanting, not for drugs or fights or that wretched girl or anything. John wanted Sid in 
his arms, in his hands, beneath his body and it was ceaseless, the wanting, it was an endless loop, a give and 


take that doesn't stop for anything, not a sodding thing. John was fucked. John was so, so --- 


---"| don't know how to do this" Moz admits, and it hurts a little bit to see him that hopeless, and he's fucked 
too. Fucked in love, like it happens all the fucking time. 


John knows the feeling, can see the loop twisting itself into knots in Moz' eyes. But there's nothing he can say 


and-- 


"There, there," he mumbles, awkwardly patting Moz on the back, and the startled, wet laugh he gets is quite 
possibly the best he could have hoped for. 


John's always prided himself in telling the truth. In a world of liars, he is honest, and has always been come 
what may. He's always been about that, and the secret to his public image is that there is no image. Killing 
Johnny Rotten was the only thing he enjoyed out of the whole ordeal. 

Moz is different. Moz is all image, wisps of smoke and shards of mirror coiled tight around who he is. He 
shrouds himself in vague words, words like heaven and misery and joy and love, runs away from labels by 
wrapping himself up in other, vaguer labels, ones he's customized for his own use, and he thinks that words 
will save him when life is unkind. 

Words like vegan and kind and asexual and cellbate and love, again, the vaguest one of them all. 

When the words he wraps himself with don't work, he sits on John's floor and asks for more. 

John says, "You talk too much" 

John says, "I'm allergic to stupidity" 


John says, "Live with fury" 


Despite himself, John intervenes. 


"You do know that ‘collect’ means you pay for this.” His voice crackles over the line, and John looks at the 


caller ID for the area code again. 
He says, "You're in Los Angeles." 


The rumbling of traffic in the background drowns out Moz’ voice some -- in someone else, it would soften the 


edges. John presses the receiver harder against his ear and wills away the noise. Moz says, "l'm in transition” 


"You're in LA. and you've already started speaking in bloody platitudes," John amends, twisting the phone chord 
in his fingers and not thinking about the time he was in LA, the time his life unraveled and he found himself 
un-tethered and drifting, drifting ever since. 


For a moment, Moz' voice sounds fainter, slightly farther away when he says, “Sorry, no. | ran out with 
nothing -- sorry," and the mumbled response of someone else follows. A dog barks, and Moz comes back, 
saying, "They're always trying to sell you something. And everybody has a dog out here. | swear, including the 
beggars -- little Chihuahuas and poodles Everybody has something to keep them company." 

"Quit stalling," John snaps, not unkind. There's a rustle through the line. 


"I kissed him," Moz crackles, almost losing himself in the line. "I just--l did what you said. No words" 


John's breath hitches "And?" 
"| don't know," Moz admits feebly, the edge of a giggle catching his words "I ran away and found this payphone" 
John lets out a startled laugh "Smashing move, there" 


Moz laughs, and it sounds breathless and lively despite the worry. There's a drawn out silence like an intake of 
breath, like an inflated chest, like the start of a moment. He says something else, but the line dies and John 


misses it. 


He thinks, "Stranded", and the irony alone could kill him. 


anymore. 


They get thrashed, even though Moz doesn't usually drink, because that's what you do when you realize 
you're not the love of your life's love of his life and your friend keeps copious amounts of alcohol in his 


apartment, because he realized the same thing once and still hasn't gotten over it. 


"He's absolutely in love with her, but | already knew that," Moz says, but doesn't sound as morose as he did 


when the clear bottle in his hand was half full "We are still friends" 


But John knows, even drunk out of his mind, that that can't last, the power forward of tattered dynamics and 
half understood silences where blood boils and nerves scream, and maybe that powers the art forward, but it 


dissolves the people. 


‘Nothing's absolute," John says, lazily stretching out. "It can't be. There's no such thing as absolute feeling. 
Your John can't feel absolute affection for his girl, and - you can't feel absolute love for him." 


He knows, because the loop is inescapable, inexorable, and it'll catch up eventually. tll coil around them and 
demand a clean break, because one can't live in ambiguity forever, no matter how much one celebrates shades 
of grey, and even then it won't let go, even through distance and death itll hold them inside the skewed 


narrative just to move the plot along. 
He thinks, "Stranded", and remembers the end and the sun of California. 


That John should gauge the emotions of the world by the experience he had with a possibly murderous, 


possibly suicidal man-child might be sad, if he were someone he's not. 


Being who he is, its just vaguely funny and really fitting. 

"You're contradicting yourself," Moz tells him in a soft voice. "You told me once about how you live, 
remember? About living with fury. If that's how you exist - if you have to live with passion - then what is 
that but absolute?" 

John ponders that, and then he frowns. "How are you still so coherent?" 


Moz laughs and the subject is dropped. 


"Let's go to the roof," John says at some point, or maybe he doesn't and he thinks he does, but what he does 
say is "| wanna see the moon" 


"So you can howl at it?" Moz says with a laugh, but they make the clumsy way up clutching each other. He 
staggers against John and slips his arm tightly around his waist. 


They bound up the steps to emerge into fresh night air, where the night seeps her cold blood into the bones. 
John's thoughts skip over the skyline, tracing the moonlight, from Moz to his love and back to him pressed 
against him, inexorably towards the past. 

John grins at Venus and blows her a kiss, but he feels dark and confused and the grin is rather strained. 

John lets the wind cool his face, suddenly acutely aware of everything, despite being more than a little 
inebriated. His fingers are still lodged around Moz’ waist, keeping him quite close. He lets them slide up, stroking 
along his side. 

Moz's breath hitches in a shiver, and John laughs. 


"Asexual, my ass," he purrs lewdly. Moz rolls his eyes and shoves him. 


When The Smiths break up, John finds himself thinking that he never saw them in concert, and feels a little bit 
like he wasted an opportunity. Then he remembers he's only ever listened to a handful of their songs, and 
snorts, blaming Moz for these sudden outbursts of melancholy that grab a hold of him so much as of late, 
whenever he least expects it. 

"Have you been sleeping all day?" he asks Moz when he shows up at his place after a week of silence. 


Moz nods, rubbing at his eyes "I feel oddly relieved. Like this huge weight just fell off my back and | can just.” 


John thinks, "Be" 


He understands the feeling, can place the moment in the loop and feel the cogs grinding, the machine moving 


j nexorably. 


"Good," he says, shoving inside "If you were depressed I'd have to leave. I'm rubbish at all that touchy-feely 
shit" 


"You are a spectacular friend," Moz deadpans, following him. 
"You're bloody well right | am" 


"So understanding," Moz continues, but he's smiling a little now "I can't imagine why you agreed to be my 


friend" 
"Well, there's the amusement value, for one," 


"Brain damage, fucked up neuro-transmitters. They've found carcinogens in this--" 
"John, | know pot won't kill me." 
John licks the paper, fingers pressing down as he goes, and feels Moz's gaze on him. 


He tries for a second to remember how many times he's done this, or even when he did it for the first time. 


He tries to remember a time in a particular, when a moment like this had significance, but he comes up blank. 


John says, "Unfortunately," and grabs the lighter between them. He burns along the edges of the paper and 
then holds the spliff gently in between his lips as he lights the tip. 


In the nighttime darkness, Moz must see the cherry burn brighter than the faint street lights for a moment 


more than he sees John inhale. Involuntarily, he seems to breathe in with him slightly, in anticipation 


When takes the spliff, John sees the second reflex almost has him flick it through the thin metal bars and 


over the balcony's edge. 


"Do it and you follow," John says calmly, and Moz's eyes widen. It seems John's getting better at reading his 
thoughts, or maybe, it occurs to him for the first time, John just knows him. 


They smoke in silence, all breath and no words. John takes more hits than Moz, and he can gradually feel the 
balcony dipping under him, abnormally concave. He shuts his eyes and doesn't panic but suddenly thinks it was 


a bad idea for them to come out here for this. 


Blinking feels likes the hardest task he's dealt with in years, and he can't tell if time is slowing or speeding up 
each second. John remembers a pamphlet he read once, about how a person is at least ten times more 


vulnerable to heart attack during the first hour of a high. 


He pushes his tongue through his teeth to, possibly, tell Moz about that because he knows it'll make him all 
panicky and John loves that look on his face, but he falters when he sees that Moz is already shaking from 
the cold and-- 


"Must you make a spectacle of everything? Of faith, of smoking, of seeing the stars.." Moz asks, a strange 
expression shadowing his features as he stares in rapt attention "Is that what you meant? Living with fury? 
Really live. Not to exist with or without a purpose, but to enjoy existing?” 


"You and your words," John rolls his eyes and the world rolls with them "You can't put words on everything, 


you know" 
Moments pass in starstruck silence. 


"I know," Moz says eventually, but by then John doesn't know what he's referring to. 


If he really thinks about it, then he can say that it obviously would have happened eventually. If he were to 
look back, it would be easy to see how the tension escalated, how the loops shifted around one another and 
unraveled, untangled in his chest to the point when reaching out and kissing Moz feels as natural as making the 


next joke in their practically rehearsed screenplay. 
It would be easy to see the signs in retrospective, but at this point he doesn't care much. 


John's tongue feels thick in his mouth, and he can only vaguely taste the salt on Moz’ skin, but it makes him 
think of California beaches. Moz' been there, was there months ago and there were concerts and there was a 


call, but that wasn't where the tan cloaked his white skin 


John can picture him sitting by the ocean, staring out at nothing, reading and wiggling his toes and just over 
thinking everything, wrapping words around things that need no words before plunging headfirst in the water 
anyway. It must have been terrifying. 


When he came back, crestfallen and shrouded in clouds, John saw the tan and thought about trying to smudge 
it or wipe it away, and now that his thumb pushes across, he imagines the past few months seeping from 


Moz's pores like liquid sunshine. 


Its pretty sick, if he really thinks about. Once upon a time his mind linked a place with a memory and a feeling, 
and now wiping the taste and the smell and the feel of that place and that feeling from Moz’ skin feels like 


release, relief setting deep in his bones and coiling underneath. 


John would hate to be one of those people fooled into thinking his life is actually some great romantic tragedy 
-- he would hate to be Moz-- but it kind of makes sense in the end, too. 


Moz breathes his name, whispers, "John," and the tension swells that much more, until he's choking on the 
weight of the air. Moz smells like cigarettes, like marijuana, and nothing like himself anymore and John bites at 
his sweat-slick shoulder. Their movements are fleeting and fluttery and then quick and deliberate, and John 


comes with his eyes open, face hot against Moz's spine. 


Moz isn't sleeping next to him after John wakes, but his clothes are still on the floor. John finds his jacket 
tossed over a chair and searches the pockets for the carton of cigarettes and the lighter, but turns up 


empty handed. 


He goes out to the balcony, where Moz is sitting next to a pitcher full of orange juice, out of all things. He 
throws the carton of cigarettes and the lighter at him. 


Pulling one free, John says, "I thought you threw them away." 
"| could have," Moz says. 
"Fucker." John mutters "Your hair looks like a dead thing" 


"You're so one to talk." Moz snorts. "One day l'm going to lose it, seize your head and brush your hair 


properly.” 

"You'll never catch me alive," John states, and they share a grin 

They don't speak again, John's drags denting the early silence. 

John sneaks glances at Moz and marvels at how content he looks, staring out at nothing in their cooped up, 
isolated silence, and tries to figure out where in the loop this moment fits, but finds that he can't tell when 
his life started dragging forward instead of spinning in a mad circle. 

Its almost an okay thought. 


--and nobody would ever see us any more. 


